64              LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL.

Till high Dunedin the blazes saw,

From Soltra and Dumpender Law;                   390

And Lothian heard the Regent's order,

That all should bowne them for the Border.

XXX.

The livelong night in Branksome rang

The ceaseless sound of steel;
The castle-bell, with backward clang,                 395

Sent forth the larum jpeal;
Was frequent heard the heavy jar,
Where massy stone and iron bar
Were piled on echoing keep and tower,
To whelm the foe with deadly shower;              400

Was frequent heard the changing guard,
And watch-word from the sleepless ward;
While, wearied by the endless din,
Blood-hound and ban-dog yeird within.

XXXI.

The noble Dame, amid the broil,                      405

Shared the grey Seneschal's high toil,
And spoke of danger with a smile;

CheerM the young knights, and council sage
Held with the chiefs of riper age.
No tidings of the foe were brought,                   410

Nor of his numbers knew they aught,
Nor what in time of truce he sought.

Some said that there were thousands ten;
And others ween'd that it was nought

But Leven Clans, or Tynedale men,               415

Who came to gather in black-mail;
And Liddesdale, with small avail,

Might drive them lightly back agen.
So pass'd the anxious night away,
And welcome was the peep of day,                   429